shine while waiting for customers. Near by are
many Small shops and cafes. In one of the latter 1
ate an excellent meal of rice and fat mutton, cooked
on a spit which revolved in the street. If you stray
from the center of the village toward the outskirts
you find yourself in a deserted rummage of tombs,
of white columns, white cupolas, cloisters, rooms for
theological students, mausoleums of white and pink
marble. No footsteps resound on the pavement of
the road, no voices are heard in the little gardens, no
eyes look out through the railings. As I wandered
through the sunshine to the small stone platform,
where the Sultan descends from his horse when he
comes to be girded with the sword, I saw no sign of
life; and the only noise that I heard was the per-
sistent tap of a hammer near the sea, where his Maj-
esty is building an imperial mosque of white stone
from Trebizond.

Presently, growing weary of the white and silent
streets of the tombs, I turned into a narrow alley
that ran by a grated wall, above which great trees
towered, climbing toward heaven with the minaret
of the Mosque of Eyub, but failing in their journey
a little below the muezzin's balcony. They were
cypresses, and creepers climbed affectionately with
them. Just beyond them I came into the court of the
mosque, and found myself in the midst of a crowd of
pilgrims before the tomb of Abu Eyub, which is cov-
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